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Our Friend the Enemy 

for the better understanding of the public, he presents what 
he considers to be the blemishes. 

Is Mr. Alden's criticism of a type to guide or instruct 
in any way the professional craft of poets? I do not think 
so. Its tendency is simply to discourage the public. No art 
gallery — and an art gallery serves the best function of criti- 
cism — strives to collect only the worst examples of a painter's 
art. 

The Dial is one of the few journals in America devoted 
exclusively to the interests of literature. It is a sad com- 
mentary on the present state of criticism that it should be 
recorded of The Dial, as by Mr. Owen Wister in The 
Atlantic, that it recognizes merit only after the fact. For 
the initial recognition, genius must look to other tribunals. 

A. C. H. 

WHITMAN AMENDED 

We are indebted to the New York Call for the following 
editorial : 

DOWN WITH FREEDOM! 

Being an attempt to aid F. P. A., Don Marquis, Berton 
Braley, t u " Poetry Society of America, and others too humorous 
to mention, in their favorite pastime, "Suppressing Free Verse." 

How can we best help the good cause? 

We shall not — as in their custom — prove the infinite superior- 
ity of the regular forms by turning To Be or Not to be or 
/ didn't Raise my Boy to be a Soldier into vers libre, polyrhyth- 
mics, or any other Whitmaniacal curosity. There is a better 
way. By rewriting Whitman, Oppenheim and the rest as poetry, 
a clear case will be made against these "modern" irrationalities. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

For instance — Whitman, in a misguided moment, rough-hews 
this fragment : 

Smile, O voluptuous cool-breath'd earth ! 

Earth of the slumbering and liquid trees ! 

Earth of shine and dark mottling the tide of the river ! 

Far-sweeping elbow'd earth — rich apple-blossom'd earth ! 

Smile, for your lover comes. 

On being turned into poetry this would appear : 

Lusty, cool-breath'd earth, keep smiling, 

With your sleeping, liquid trees, 
With your shine and dark beguiling 

Rivers, yes, and trees ; 
Down the elbowed heavens piling 

Gay with apples and with plums 
All a-blossom — keep a-smiling, 

For your lover comes. 

That's the stuff, eh? Real poetry! "The singing line," 
"the lyric lilt," and all that. 

Here's another prosy series of jottings by Whitman: 

I believe a leaf of grass is no less than the journey-work of the 

stars, 
And the running blackberry would adorn the parlors of heaven, 
And a cow crunching with depressed head surpasses any statute, 
And a mouse is miracle enough to stagger sextillions of infidels. 

Longfellow or Cale Young Rice would have plucked from 
the lyre some such dulcet strains as these : 

To me each leaf of grass that grows 

Is mighty as a ranging star; 
Each running blackberry that blows 

Would shine in heaven halls afar; 
The browsing cow within the vale 

A statute easily excels — 
While any mouse the cheeks would pale 

Of sixty trillion infidels ! 

That ought to convince all doubters ! 
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